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and round the tower, on the wide stone platform, until
the tower's white base was bathed in the crimson circle
of its spurting blood. It was zain k'tir, he said—'Very
beautiful"—nor did he seem a bloodthirsty wretch in
saying it, but rather was like some benevolent Italian
village padre describing to sympathetic travelers the
beauties of a procession of the Madonna which they had
missed by arriving after Easter. I began to have a fond-
ness for the old man such as I had not felt toward the
more exalted Mir Said Beg, whom, though he had been a
most courteous host, I did not find sympathetic or lovable
as an individual. The story, by the way, that he had
murdered his father for the succession, I was reliably in-
formed in Baghdad later, was not true, though it is gen-
erally believed by the natives of Irak. The former Mir,
AH Beg, died peacefully some ten years ago in his bed.
But AH Beg's father and grandfather before him had
both been murdered when their sons or nephews became
old enough to rule—in one case through the connivance
of son and mother—and it seems that there was some
ancient law by which the son of a Mir was exculpated
by his people if he thus slew his father, and automatically
became Mir In his father's stead.
During the three days we remained on Mount Lalesh
among the Yezidees, I was not fortunate enough to gain
the intimate friendship of Mir Said Beg, though we re-
turned to his castle that afternoon and remained his
guests. But something like a friendship sprang up be-
tween me and the old priest, whose name was Nadir-
Lugh. He invited us to come again when we took leave
that afternoon, and the following day, with the Mir's
permission, accompanied this time only by a servant,

